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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

This is a sort of continuation of my first story "Bogged Down". It is not necessary to have read that one to 
understand this one. But it might make more sense. For all those who really enjoyed the Slash/Duff stuff, don't 
worry it will still be in there. But so will a whole lot of other weird shit. 


Slash walked along the hotel hallway towards the elevators. He'd just left his room and was on his way to find 
a cup of coffee. His head was pounding and his gut was full of guilt and unease. Not to mention it was also 
churning with the Jack Daniel's he'd imbibed the previous night. The day had only just begun and it was already 
going to hell. He had just reached the elevator and was about to hit the button when he realized his wallet was 


back in his room. Turning around, Slash walked back with an irritated purpose. 

As he walked inside he couldn't help but feel a surge of anger rise in his chest towards that tall, stupid, blond 
bass player. He knew that the way he was feeling was all Duff's fault. Slash had tried his best to avoid this 
mess. He'd stayed in his room and drank alone. But leave it to Duff to show up and start shit. 


Slash shook his head and tried again to leave it all behind him. Leave his thoughts and feelings about Duff 


buried in this piece of shit hotel room. They were gonna be leaving this afternoon and he couldn't wait to get 
away from this place. But then he'd have to look at Duff. And he was sure there would be plenty of memories 
flooding back once that happened. But that was later. He didn't have to think about last night or Duff anymore 


now. 


With a sigh, Slash turned the knob of the door and pulled it back. His sigh quickly changed into a groan as he 
saw the figure standing before him. Leaning on the doorframe and looking up at Slash with dark soulful eyes 
through equally dark shaggy hair was one, Izzy Stradlin. He was clad in black jeans and a white tailored shirt 
opened half way down his chest. Around his neck were several beaded necklaces and a bracelet hung on his 
wrist. In one hand he held a small white paper bag and in the other a styrofoam cup. A very large and self- 
satisfied smirk was plastered on his face. This look alone made Slash immediately want to slam the door in his 


face. 


Used to this type of reaction and not waiting for an invitation, Izzy quickly stepped inside the room. He closed 
the door with his boot as he walked past. 


Slash sighed once more and turned around to see Izzy situating himself on a chair while removing a donut 


from the white paper bag. "What do you want, dude? lm not in the fucking mood for this today’ 
Izzy smiled as he added sugar to his coffee. “Ill bet you're not. You must be really worn out, man’ 
"Just get out, you asshole" 

"Why are you so testy today, hmm? | wonder.” 


Slash pursed his lips and reluctantly sat in the chair next to Izzy. "Just get this over with, you sadistic 
bastard." 


Izzy smiled again and sipped his coffee. "No need to be rude." He ran his finger around the lip of the cup while 


gazing out the window. "Do you know where my room is?" 
| don't give a shit." 


Izzy looked back at Slash with a slightly sinister expression. "Oh, | think you'll give a shit soon enough.’ He bit 
into the donut and offered a piece to Slash who quickly shook his head. "Well, I'm right next door..to you." 


Slash again pursed his lips and looked up at Izzy through his hair. "| don't give a fuck" 
Izzy finished his donut and rubbed his hands clean on his jeans. "Can you guess what | heard last night?" 
"Axl jerking off while calling your name?" 


lzzy frowned and narrowed his eyes. "No." 


Slash shrugged nonchalantly. "| have no idea, dipshit.” 
| was gonna go to the bar last night but decided to stay in my room--" 
"What a surprise." Slash rubbed his temples. "So, does Axl know that you're still shooting up?" 


"Fuck you. You're one to talk" Izzy sipped his coffee and tried to control his calm and mysterious persona. "| 


heard Duff come by your room last night." 


Slash's stomach did a flip but he tried to keep externally calm. He slid further into his chair and let his hair 
fall into his face. "And?" 


"I didn't think much about it at first. You know Duff stopping by and all. But do you know what? A bit later | 


started hearing some strange things coming from your room. Do you know what | heard?" 


Slash growled and shifted in his chair. "Just go the fuck somewhere else, Izzy. | told you I'm not in the mood 


for this shit" 


Izzy, encouraged by Slash's complaints continued, "I heard the distinct sound of fucking coming from your room. 


But do you know what the funny thing was?" 

"That you're a giant pussy?" 

"No. The funny thing was that there was no pussy in your room last night. No women at all" 
Slash clenched his jaw. "You dont know that, fucker" 

"| saw you go in your room alone and no one else showed up besides Duff all night" 

"What the fuck? Are you fucking spying on me or some shit?" 


"Don't flatter yourself. | was bored and just happened to notice. And besides, | only heard men fucking last 
night." 


‘Izzy you're gonna die. One more fucking word, motherfucker--" 
"Yeah. | heard Duff getting off that's for sure." Izzy smiled smugly. "And | heard you, too." 
"Fuck you, Izzy." 


"Was this your first time? | think that's so sweet." 


"Fuck you. You're full of shit" 
"Oh really?" Izzy leaned closer to Slash. "Was this the first time you ever sucked his dick?" 
"How did you.2" Slash gasped and covered his mouth with his hand. "Shit: 

"Was last night the first time you ever let a guy fuck you?" 

Slash mumbled incoherently while giving Izzy the finger. 


Izzy laughed. "| heard it all, my friend. Do you realize how loud you two can be when you're fucking drunk?" 


Izzy shook his head. "But why you'd wanna fuck Duff is beyond me. Hmm, vice versa, | suppose." 


Slash let his head fall forward and into his hands. "Great. Shit. Fucking great. That's fucking great Izzy, you 
fucking asshole!" 


"Does this mean you're gay now?" 

"Go to hell, fucker." 

Izzy chuckled. "Funny, | didn't know you were into being spanked." 

"Get the fuck out of my room!" Slash stood up suddenly and grabbed Izzy by his shirt, lifting him to his feet 
and nearly causing him to spill his coffee. "You better keep your fucking big mouth shut, asshole. Do you hear 
me? If you tell Axl or Steve or fuckin’ anyone, l'm gonna fucking kill you! Got it?" 

Izzy looked down at Slash's hands and smiled slightly. "Do you think I'm scared of you?" 


‘lm fucking serious, Izzy!" 


"l'm sure you are." Izzy locked his gaze with Slash while untangling his hands from his shirt. "What are you so 


scared of? Are you ashamed of your new found love?" 


Slash pushed Izzy in the chest nearly causing him to fall. "Fuck you. | was fucking drunk. People do fucked up 
things when they're drunk." 


Izzy straightened himself and brushed off his shirt. "So it would seem.’ 


Slash sat back in his chair and turned it to face out the window. "Mission accomplished, asshole. You've fucked 


up my entire day. You can leave now." 


lzzy shook his hair out of his face and headed to the door. As he reached for the knob he turned to look back 
at Slash. "I think I'll go and visit Duff before we hit the bus. See you later." 


Slash groaned and kicked the chair next to him. "Fucking great." 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 

My goodness. It's been so long. Bad, bad author. :) Hope y'all still remember what the plot is. Thanks again to 
my partner in crime, Savslasher. We come up with all these crazy-ass ideas. Gotta put them down on 
paper..well..screen. And PLEASE! Any die-hard Joe Elliot fans, do NOT get offended by my representation on Joe. 
This is all for shits and giggles, remember? Enjoy!! Hopefully the next chapter will come a lot sooner than this 


one..hee hee. 


The time was 2:l4pm. The band was Guns N Roses. The event was soundcheck. It is never known to be the 
most glamorous part of rock ‘n' roll, and is in fact quite boring. Soundcheck, along with the traveling, really is 
why a rock star gets paid. It's a lot of standing around and a lot of "check one, two, TWO". More standing. Loud 
incessant banging from the drums. More standing. Tuning. Chicken calls. Waiting. It is very uneventful and 


predictable. That is, under normal circumstances. 


The situation on this particular day was anything but normal. On one side of the stage stood Slash, tuning his 
guitar and staring at the floor while muttering to himself. On the complete opposite side of the stage, with his 
back turned to Slash, stood Duff McKagan. His face was clearly etched with agitation and hostility. Off 
somewhere doing his own thing until he was needed or until he felt like getting onstage, was Axl Rose. On the 
drums, hitting his floor tom in even fours, was Steven Adler. And wandering happily between the two equally 


peeved men on the stage floor, was Izzy Stradlin. 


Izzy was, of course, at the center of both Slash and Duff's foul moods. Therefore, he was in a very good 
mood. He hadn't started anything between the two of them. They had issues all on their own. He just happened 
to be the kind of guy who was more than happy to point them out in the cruel light of day, while drinking 


coffee and eating donuts. 


Izzy had been sure to talk to each of them that morning. Both visits had surpassed his expectations. But just 
because their walks down memory lane were over didn't mean he still couldn't have any fun. Izzy strode by 
Duff smirking and coughing up something that sounded suspiciously like "faggot". He passed by Slash to let him 
know his guitar was out of tune and that it must really hurt his ass to bend over like that. Yes, the day was 
indeed looking up for Izzy. 


His glee was only temporarily interrupted by a voice coming through the speakers. "Duff, we need your mic 


level." 
Duff stepped up to his mic and spoke clearly. "One, two." He glared over at Izzy. "Fuck you, Strad-lin. One, one." 


Duff continued to burn his hate-rays into Izzy as Slash risked a glance at him from across the stage. 


The voice spoke again, "More." 

Duff sighed. "Two, two, fuckidy-doo! One, two. Hello, hello.” 

"Thank you. Izzy your mic, please." 

Izzy strode forward towards his stand, smiling all the while. "One, two. Two, Duff's a fag. Two, two. One, two." 


The words "Duff's a fag" had come out so quickly, no one was quite sure what they'd heard. No one except 


Duff, that is. 


Izzy continued checking his levels. "Two, two. Slash takes it. One. One. Up the two. One, two. He sucks dick, two. 


One, two." 


Slash finally started listening to Izzy. He scowled and nervously looked around to see who else was paying 


attention. 
"One, two. Duff fucked Slash. Three, four, he's a whore--" 


Duff slammed his bass down and stalked towards the lanky guitar player. "That is it, you motherfucker. I've 
had all the fucking shit | can take from your ass today." 


Izzy still speaking into the mic responded, "I bet you have, you ass-loving, butt-fucking, frizzy-haired guitar 


player lovin’, homo." 
Duff's eyes widened in shock. "That's it! You're fuckin’ dead. You are dead, you cocksucker!" 
As he sprinted off the stage, Izzy managed to throw over his shoulder, "Cocksucker? Isn't that Slash?" 


Slash growled loudly and began running for Izzy as well. "You really are gonna die you skinny-assed, piece of 


shit." 


Izzy's concern for his safety could only seem to express itself with fits of loony laughter. Running as fast as 
he could with an extremely irate Duff and Slash on his heels, Izzy scurried through corridors and eventually 
made it to the house floor and around the seats. Even as he weaved through isles and chairs, he was not able 
to shake off his pursuers. Izzy began to feel a sense of panic creeping into his system and started to rethink 
his whole "making their lives hell is a really funny game" philosophy. 


Just as he was about to throw up the white flag and beg for mercy, though sure he wouldn't get any, his 


only chance for escape made its cranky presence known on stage. 


"Izzy! What the fuck are you doing? Is that Duff and Slash chasing you? You two assholes better not touch 


him or else you'll have me to deal with! I'll fuck you up! You hear me?" 


Izzy sprinted with a renewed life in his step towards the stage. Sometimes his rather psycho friend was 
useful. This wasn't the first time Axl had promised pain and or death to someone for laying a hand on Izzy. Of 
course, the time Axl threatened that sexy girl who was touching Izzy's leg still left a bad taste in his mouth. 
But that kinda thing didn't happen too often. Well, not that often at least in his selective memory. 


Duff gave up and landed on the floor with his legs unceremoniously splaying on the seats in front of him. "No 
fucking fair! That skinny prick had it coming! He was fuckin’ asking to get his ass fucking kicked" 


All Axl could hear was a faint, incoherent voice whining in the distance, and that suited him just fine. He didn't 
really give a shit what Duff had to say. It was usually some kind of inane babble. Or fucking stupid rhyming. He 
hated that! Why the hell Duff had to get drunk and think he was Dr. fucking Seuss was beyond him. 


As the band was reconvening on the stage, their manager's assistant, Mark came sprinting in from the rear of 


the building. He looked annoyed and in a hurry. "Hey, guys. Look, I've got some bad news. 
Steven rolled his eyes. "Just the kind of news we love" 

Mark ignored him and continued, “There's been a mix up with the hotel rooms” 

Axl's eyes sparkled before turning dark and malevolent. "Oh?" 


"Yeah. It looks like they either got a copy of our old room order or they ran out of space, or something." He 
paused while trying to find the best words to sum up the situation Finding none, he stated, "You guys are 
sharing again. Don't get pissed at me, it's not my fault. Here are your room assignments and keys. See ya after 


the show." 


They hadn't had time to check in before soundcheck, but no one had expected this. And seeing how well they 
were all not getting along, the prospect of sharing rooms didn't go over well. But before anyone could launch a 


tirade, complain, or even pose a question, Mark was back out the door. 


Duff glanced at the list on the amp and grimaced. "l.l can't share. | can't share with.." Slash turned his head 
sharply, his eyes hidden by his hair. "Anyone. | can't share with any of you fuckers. | just got my own fucking 


room!" 
Axl barked, "Do you think any of us are happy about this, you whining, fucking pussy.” 


Duff was about to respond when he realized that Axl did indeed look rather happy about the new room 
assignments. In fact, he looked down right giddy. Duff frowned and looked back at the sheet. Yep. Just as he'd 
suspected. Izzy and Axl, sharing again. Hah! Ordinarily, Duff would've felt bad for Izzy. Not today, though. Today 
Izzy got just what he deserved. And it only took one glance to see that the happy aura that had been 


surrounding Izzy all morning and afternoon was very much gone. 


Steven grumbled while grabbing his key. "Oh, not again. | don't want to share with Dirk my drum tech. He's a 
nice enough guy, but damn! You've smelled him." Steven walked away, shaking his head. 


Axl grabbed his and Izzy's keys. Tossing one to Izzy, he also turned to leave. "See you back at the room, lz" 


Izzy held his key in his hand, a sulky expression planted firmly on his face. "There is no God" 


eR 


Duff and Slash entered their room. After a very quiet and awkward van ride back to the hotel, neither of 
them could think up a believable, hetero reason not to come up to their room together. So they both silently 


took the elevator to their floor and walked to their room. The silence was tangible and acid inducing. 


Duff walked to the bed closest to the window, the one he always used to snag when they roomed before. 
Thank God they didn't get a room with just one king sized bed in it. That wouldve been the final kick in the 
balls for the day. He opened his suitcase and aimlessly shuffled through it, just needing something to do to help 


him ignore the silence. 
Slash was staring at Duff's back. Watching his long slender frame twist and move. Looking at Duff brought a 
tightness to Slash's chest that he didn't want to acknowledge. Feelings of sadness, anger and shame all came 


rushing back at him. Goddamn Duff. This was all his fault. Why did he have to come to his room last night? 
Why hadn't he just left when Slash had told him to? 


Duff felt on edge from the day's events, thanks to Izzy. He felt like the tension filled air of the room was 
suffocating him. He sat on his bed and looked at Slash, hoping to read some kind of clue to his feelings on his 
face. He was lying on his back, arms folded across his chest. But the only thing on his face, as it turned out, 
was his hair. 

Duff couldn't take the stress anymore. Something had to give. "Slash, dude--" 

"What?" 

"Luh. | think.fuck" 


Slash immediately sat up in bed, adrenaline racing through his body. "Whatever the fuck you have to say, Duff, 
don't! Okay? | don't wanna hear it" 


"Dude, we have to talk." 


"What? Are you a fucking chick or something? Did you grow tits and a pussy overnight?" 


Duff glared at Slash and stood up. "If | had, you would've seen ‘em, asshole.” 


Slash pursed his lips and rolled his eyes. "Give me a fuckin’ break. Look, we're cool. We don't need to do this.” All 
the hostility left his voice as he looked pleadingly up at his friend. "Please." 


Duff's anger melted away replaced instead by guilt. "Okay. Fine, we're cool." He walked to the door scratching 
the back of his head and wishing the awful heavy feeling would leave his chest. "I'm gonna head downstairs. 


Catch you later." 


"Yeah." Slash rolled his head from side to side attempting to loosen his muscles. He hoped him and Duff would 

be cool. If they weren't, he wouldn't blame himself. Hell, he wouldn't even blame Duff anymore. He'd blame that 
bastard Stradlin with all his pot stirring. Oh yes. If things didn't get right again with Duff, Izzy would have hell 
To pay. 


eR 


As Duff leaned up against the elevator wall, he lit a cigarette to calm his nerves. His day couldn't get any 
worse unless all his strings fell off his bass at the show tonight. On the way to the lobby the elevator stopped 
at the fifth floor. When the doors opened a tall guy with blond streaked hair and a mullet stepped in. He wore 
white plastic rimmed sunglasses, a t-shirt with a picture of Marilyn Manroe on it, ripped up jeans that fit way 
too high and tight in the crotch and cowboy boots. Duff had the strangest feeling he should know who this guy 
was. 

As soon as the man registered Duff's presence he lit up. "Oh, hil Its you. You..you're in Motley Crue, right?" 
Duff's eyes widened. "What? I'm in fucking Guns N Roses, dude!" 

"Oh, oh. OF course you are. Right. Sorry, then. Joe Elliot, Def Leppard." 

Then it hit him. Ah, the Leppard Faggots. Or at least, that's what most of the Guns boys called them. 


Joe continued, "Now don't tell me. Rick and Sav just love your band. Well, Rick especially. Now you're the 


eee 
"Wrong." Duff smirked at Joe, shaking his head, 

"Oh, of course. | meant bass player. And your name is.Dud. Dud McDonald” 
Duff stared blankly. "What?" 


"No, no. Not, Dud. What is it? Why do | always think of "bum" with your name?" 


The elevator stopped again on the third floor sparing Joe the insult that was ready to spring out of Duff's 


mouth. An elderly woman and her husband walked inside and stood in the space between them. 
Duff hoped this interruption would put Joe off his guessing game. 

"| got it. Bottom!" 

All three people jumped in surprise. 

Duff looked incredulously at Joe. "What!" 


The doors opened to the lobby. Joe and the couple stepped out while Duff stood rooted to the spot staring at 


Joe. 


Joe, showing pride that he remembered his name concluded, "Your name is Bottom, Bottom Feeder. That's it. 
Brilliant to see you again. We're all staying here too. Isn't that--" The doors closed silencing Joe's last thoughts. 


Duff, still inside the elevator with his mouth hanging open, shook his head in disbelief. "Bottom Feeder? What 
the fuck!" 


